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he was put to tying sheaves in the rye-field and
had to listen all day to mischievous hints about his
adventures of the night before. When the rye
had been harvested he was put to threshing, then
to ploughing, after that to collecting fence posts,
and so life went on. Soon the days were becom-
ing wintry and there were twigs to be cut and
the manure to be mixed. c What is going to
happen to me in the end ?' This fundamental
problem of Jussi's life kept on recurring to him
each time he bruised some corner of his being on
his surroundings and sulked in silence.

The world meanwhile went on, with Tuorila
in advance of the other farms.   A great gap
loomed between household life at Tuorila and at,
for instance, Nikkila.   At Tuorila there were two
rows of dwellings;  in one were the farm-hands'
living-room, another living-room, a kitchen and
two rooms where the old mistress and her un-
married daughter lived;   in the other row were
the bakery, the master's and mistress's room and
behind this rooms of growing magnificence where
parsons   and   other   such  visitors   were   taken.
Both the farm-hands' room and the bakery were
now lit in the evening with oil lamps, the steady
light of which drove the ancient little familiar
spirits even from the farthest corners.    Once a
pedlar spent the night on the farm, a queerly
cunning old fellow incapable even by mistake of
giving a straightforward answer.   His pack con-